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N theſe fad Rites aſſiſt ye ſacred Nine, 

All melting E yes theſe 'Obſtquies muſt ; join: 

4 A genuine Fount does here your Tears fupply „ 

The MUSES mourn to ſee the GRACES d ye. 
When this laid Head on his cold Pillow reſts, 
The Muſes here, in courſe, are Funeral Gueſts. 
Their ſcatter d Roſes on his Mom ment layd, 3 


Sweets to the Sweet are natu ral Tribute pay'd. 
This is the Task their Miniſtring Duty calls. 
Oh; they're no Strangers in the KN EBWORTH Walls: . 
There was a Day yes, LYTTON, tis not long | 
Since their charm'd Choir tur d a more pleaſing 8 ong. 
1T'was ev'n but Yeſterday (no more than Fre 

Revolying Moons are paſt) when cal d' to drive 3 
Love's proud Triumphanc Carre, nay call'd to Live; / 
(For what's true Life but Love! ? juſt raisd to twine 
Thy hallo yd Garland, Hymen's $ ab Dine, What 
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What She: 7 Reps 3 we Theme inſpire, | 
The Muſe er all ad one 'Seriphi har; Blr; 3 ho. * 4 a 
Whilſt to their Airs the ecchoing Groves all rung; 
And all was LYTTON » LYTTONs «JOYS * ang 1 

Juſtly ſo high the Bridal T ranſjorts rode. WY 
Not Day s bright Charioteer, their Patron GOD, . 777 9 


Eye of the World, in his whole: ſpacious Rome 2 
A Happier (oh too ſhort join d) PAR cer . IT 
Nor all the Muſick of his circled Spheres 

Could ever tune to Harmony llke Theirs. 2 1 
But oh, that Storm, that angry Bolt now falls: 
Yes LYTTON, from thy KNEBWOR TH' once-gay Walks 
That Feſti val ef Fog is all paſt err: 
Hymen's ſweet Voice heard in that Roof no more. 
Too rapid Turn of Fate, Love's ſhort livd Smile? 
Thy Nuptial Torch even hghts 7 thy Funeral Pile. 
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Here if my rrembling Muſe f nay "dare : ide, 5 
And wich bold! Eyes not too p . rofandy rüde 1 Y 
To pry in ſuch xctiring Soli tüde, 3 View 1 
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View the Here MOURNER-s UUidow'd-Ceil, fee there 


The fable Shades that -ſhrowd th' Afﬀicted FAIR; 
Hither, my Maſe, with awful Homage led, 


See with pale Lips, wan Cheeks, and languid Head, 
The pious Rites of Bridal — paid; 
Stretcht on cold Earth even mourning Beauty layd. 

Oh LYTTON,LYTTON,when this MOURNER turnes 
Fer beauteous Eves co Charnels Tombs and Urnes, 
Pours forth the throbbing Sighs from her ſoft Breaſt 
All to deaf Winds, unheard, and unredreſt: 

So lov'd, ſo mourn'd-- At thy fad Obſequies 

Theſe theſe the wringing Hands and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Such pious Plaints ſhall ſcale thy Bowis of * 
Mount to thy very Throne of Paradiſe; 


Till ev'n amidſt thy new Eternal Joys 

Thy tender Ear touch d wich that mournſul Voice, 

From thy High Orb Thou ſhalt with pain look down 

To leg the trickling Pearle chy Herſe ſball crown. _ 
Yes LYTTON, from theſe Eyes What Tears, mult fall! 


Thy Joys once Partner, Life's beſt Half ; thy ALL 
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On this e Heav'n — e pt? 
Fut held. Thy Song 

Dwells, my bold Maſe, on theſe fad Rues too * 

The Conjugal too deep Afff ctions bar 

All Eyes, © approach their mmrnizg Cell too far. 


Here ſtop then, nor, in generous Pity dare 
Jo touch ſuch tender Bleeding N nnd too near 
Retire then from theſe Eyes of Grief, and now 
View the dark Cloud that wraps an. Elder BROW. 
Say what has the Maternal MOURNER. felt 
That weeping Nisbe how mult ſhe melt! 

This Darling Branch by too relentleſ Doom 
From her own ROOT cropt in his Vernal Riba ; 1 
Oh think how gloomy an Aſcendant reigns, | 
Oe'r the ſad Fount of ſuch expiring Veins. 

So wounded Vines pour a long weeping Stream, 
Till the ſick Root dyes through the bleeding Stem. 

But here £00 dire Deſtruction wounds fo deep, 
That not alone the BRIDE or MATRON weep. 


The 
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The Funeral PIELY pay d u. cu OWII Ot, 
Iny native LYTITON Feumts are not : enough, 
The Conjugal or the Parental je 


Cannot alone the ſtreaming £240 

Evn LOVE it ſelf mournes here 3 lo dampt the JOY. 

It drew down Tears from the Immortal BOY, | 
Vain Poets, who to LOVE make Temples riſe, 

Give him a Godhead," yet deny him Exes. 

Alas, can LOVE be blind - can that bright Powe 

Want Sight! Ah no, the God had Eyes too (ure. 

Eyes that look d down all pleas to fee ſuch Charms, 

Such Bridal Sweetneb lodg'd in thoſe bleſt Am; 

All pleas d to ſee the happy LYTTON-Pair : 

No Hymeneal Morn Cer roſe more fair, 

With Eyes all ſmiling on thoſe HEADS he ſhined; 

Till at this parting n he Wept em blind. 


nief ſupply. 


Oh thou dread Tyrant « to the Fair and Young, 


On thy dark Walls of c Death choſe barbarous Trophies hung. 
Thou 
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1 hou dire Diſeaſe, what Ravage halt thou made 25 N 4417 
By Terrours baleful King too fatally oby'd!! !)! 


So often have thy too malignant Shafts, CITY 


Ot bloowing Veins drank thoſe deep ſanguine Drauglits? 
Thou, who not weeping: FAMILIES alone, 
But haſt ev'n made whole mourning KINGDOMS groan 3 
Thine thine che Stroke, which to ad ALBIO N's coſt, 
Both her MARY and her GLOCSTER loſt. 
Alas thou keen Deſtroper, chou haſt ſhed, 5 
Thy Wrath's too dreadiul Val, on this HEAD. 
Yes, Darling LTIITOVπ with devoted Eyes, 
How have Two fair concentring EAMILIES, 4 
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| For all their promis d. Joys look d] up to ſee, 5 1 
1 II HONOUR, HOPESVEINS,LIFE all. PTY Thee.) 1 
| What fragrant INCENSE; had their Vows: long paid; 

For thee their Court o Fart and & ds TR 
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Twas thus to proud St. Stephen's. Walls, to ANNE, 
And ANN E's five Hundred DELPHIC Heads ds they ran, 


All humble *Cuppliancs at F ORACLE, 
For the kind SC EPTER's Touch, that hallow'd Seal, 


To 
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Thalia Lacrimans 


To ſtamp thy very NAME = Rut oh in vain, 0 
Did the High Heav'ns Vicegerent Voice ordain. 

For; oh, a louring Deſtiny ſtept forth, 

A dark Aſcendant at the LYTTON-BIRFH, | 
And-4NNA's fair Creatiam Work all croſt, 


Her ſacred Fiat daſht; and ev'n that NH now loſt, 
Think, then, my Myſe, what wailing Eyes muſt turn) 


With ſuch defeated Hopes © a Lr. ONs Urne? 
Ey'n a whole ſinking RACE this Loſs muſt meu; 


The very GORDIAN of their VEINS all broke, 
At this too frightful Piſſolutien- ſtroke. 


But, oh, in Pity to ſuck bleeding Tears, 
Would the whele Nine, with their eonfaling Airs, 


| Try all their powerfulkſt Harmony & allay, 


The ſireamiog Sdersws of chis fatal Day; 
Bid each wet Eye which this juſt Tribute ſhe k, 
Look higher, up &'n to Imperial Heads 

To the moſt wreeched fore ſmall Eaſe is given, 
To t hink they're not the fr Mark of Heav'n. 
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His Social VIRT UE not ſo bright alone. 


I balia Lacrimans 


Alas, this IITTON Blow is all no more. 
Ihen what BRITANNLY's Throne has felt before. 
Behold the Exits from her. Royal: Stage: | 
How has our mourning World ſeen in one Age 
D:viner NAMES to their fad Period draw 

No les. Extin® the STUART and NASSAU. 


Thus far my Muſe, thy melancholy Verſe 


Draws but the SH ades, the Mournings round his Herfe, = 
-” Aſſume a fprightlier Pencil Task; effay | 


That lovelier Draught - work, his fair LIFE's Diſplay. 
Yes, through that Beauteous Scene's bright Proſp ect led, 


10 paint him Living beſt can mourn him Dead. 


Sing, how we have ſeen (and oh! but only ſeen, N 
So tranſient has the glorious Viſion been) 
Beſt HUSBAND, MASTER,FRIEND--could'ſt thou thro each 
Of thoſe fa ir Claſſes his full Luftre reach. 
In the rich Piece the whole great LYTTON ſhown: 
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No lels ſerene his /1weet Deſporick Sway, 

As Angels ſerve in Heavn, 'twas Clory to obey. 

And when, my Muſe, thy duteous Homage calls 
Thy Entry into his Domeſtick Walls: 

Behold him there; ay, there the LYTTON ſhin'd 
Profuſely Good, Magnificently Kind. 


So warm his gracious Favours ran; A Breaſt 


And Arms fo open, even t his humbleſt Gueſt, 


His very Smiles a Feaſt, and where he cheer d, he bleſt. 


But are his Hoſpitab/e Smiles enough > . 
Look higher ſtill, t his Charitable Roof. 
To laughing FRINDS a well fill d Table ſpread, 
And the rich Feaſts kind Founder at their Head, 
The Goblet with the ſmiling Juice goes round, 
In their uplifted Hands evn but half crown'd. 
The nobleſt ſparkling Smile, is when the Bowl, 
Meets the parcht Lips of the poor thirſty Soul. 
And thoſe Benigner Smiles the Bread ſupply, 
To relievd Want, and ſuccour'd . ſery. 
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Oh CH4RIFY, what Monuments doſt thou build! 4 


The Lichen 9 to ſuch cheer'd Mouths, aſpires 


To perfume Heav' n, like Mounting Altar Fires. 
Let this Diviner Theme th u cal, 


To view. the bumbler Clients of his Hall. 


un 


What hungry Heads has bommteous LY T TON All d 


Thro' his warme Breait the god. Samaritane, 


Ev'n his whole erenſnigrared Genius ran. 
LYTTON ſo taught in Pity's tender School, | 
Kind as the Angel at Betbeſdali's Pool. 


Here here my Muſe, to make his Funeral ſhines 


4 


Fee ſee the Hands joyn d in theſe. Rites Divina. 


His FRIEND or FAMILIE's rich Odours ſpread 
Their ſcatter'd Sweets Arew'd oer that dying Head 


Are all but his Domeſtick Tribute paid. 


For even yet Richer Piles of Incenſe, turno, 


To all theſe Thonſand Mourners at his Urne. 
'Tis che fed Mouths the Sighs and Tears they bring, 
'Tis they the nobleſt Dirge of HONQUR ſing. 


So ſung * ede ſo neter bee he 1 B 
When Greameſs only dyes, our Eyes half wer, 


*Tis bat feint Dew. falls when ſuch Glories ſet. 


* 
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But when true Sorrow ſwells the Briny Flood, 


It is not for the Great, but Great and Good. 
Ay, there's the true felt Grief: That Babel Sound 


Does all the Languages of Joy confound. 


Such the daſht Joy does LYTTON's Loſs ſupply ; p 


When all that moſt deſery'd to Live muſt Dre. 
A Temper ſo ſerene, bY ſweet an Air, | 
All that cou d Conve rlatic jon charm ſinil'd there. 

So fair a MIND did that nich Breaſt inſpire, 5 
Prometheus neyer ſtole doch Heay 0 y Fire. 


3 3 
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Thou Fall of Angels Pride, hadſt chou been . | 


* IL hi 


Shame of borh Worlds, 1 hut out from Earth and Heav'n, 


As far as from the LIT Te ON-Rodf 3 nor there, 


5 by 2 
Proud Luc: fer, nor prouder . Lewis here, 
1 ah 
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00 ainſt be e K , 
No Luſt of Pow r, had then th Aſpirer fir C. 
Nor had Ambitions juſt Avenging Blow, a 
There rouz d a MICHAEL, here: a  MARLBOROUG H. 


Yes LYT TON, with * cuneful Genius bleſt, 
Thy Boſome ſure was all one Hag Neſt 
HUMANITY evn to, that Height refir'd ; 
That certainly if the Angelick Kind 
Their Beatifk Luſtre would reſign, 5 
And to our Eyes in mortal Converſe joyn; 
What ever their Divine Addreſs mi ht be, 
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They'd copy ſure their Humane Airs from, 


S 
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So when ſome Gd Conflageacion bas. 
ts flaming Torrent oer the acred Towrs 


| 
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Of ſome call Dome, wrape in one ſpreading Blaze; 3, 


With hel ple Hands and niickling Eyes we gaze. is 
But, oh, not Ralf the Sighs and Tears we call — 
Oly to fee the rumbling bibel Fall. 


INo, when our Eyes cro'th' inmoſt 1 realure cuine, 
And ſee the RAPHAEL and the TIT IAN burne z j 
The Riches of the pencil and the Loom, 

The Orient Sparkle, and the Tyrian Bloom; 


The cracking Porphyry, and melting Gold, 
All in one ſwallowing Ruine to behold; 
Then the drown'd Eyes we to this Object turne, 


Tis with ſuch Grief, we the loft LYTTON mourn. : | 
Such was the Conflagra „ 


But why, my Muſe, 4 theſe fad Notes difplay, 

So dark a Night 'to VIRTUE's ſeeing Day! ; 
What tho his KNEBWORTH ſaw that bow Head, WF 
With that Magnificence of Sortow led . 4 

To his long Sleep, and his co carly Bed; " 
Such Auguſt Rites, and pompous bbs. 22 
So mournes fair PIETY when HONOUR: dyes. 
In their cold Tomb thus his great RE LIQUES b, 
No Conjugal juſt Debt mer 28 rend. 
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Buc whilſt, URANIA,/ aby 1 lad Numbers flow, 
To chant this rich Solemnity of Moe. 
What tho his Herſe in rueful Cypreſs move; 


Lock up to his Diviner Rites above: 
His Herſe has but this humbler Task aſſign'd, 
Io drag the coarſer Earth he leaves behind. 00 „ A | 
And all our ſullen fable Weeds of Night, | 
Are onl y' Foils to his Immortal Light. 
Is not his brighter Half in JOYS enſtall d / 
Then let his ſolemn Funeral Pomp be call d. 
No Rites of Death too Great - let Tapers blaze, 
Let Temples ſhine, | and dazled Wonder Gaze. 


Yes, let his Cavalcade of Honour move, 


Far ſhort of his greac Rites perform d above. 5 
Next let the lab ring Statuary. JH s to: 
His nobleſt Art, theſe. Aſhes to enſhrine. I nigh iet 
To fragrant MEMORIES ſo much we woe 
BY n n Hog olæum- piles are Tombs too lo]. W383. O17 
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